Loosening of the Silver Cord

heart. It would be fine to die like that, with the hand of youth
upon one's heart, but we may be certain the dying dream of other
things. They must go back to their childhood; or they dream in
images of death until they feel the cold of that, and die. But this is
the adolescent.

These are no longer visions. This is the profane world, entered
by the spirit through long agony, or, sometimes, with no suffering
at all. And we come without warning to the breaking of the seals.
We are on the coral atoll; or in the ranging whirlwind. There is no
background. Nothing but the sky, which is lit by lightning. This
moment is the loosening of the silver cord, the golden bowl
broken. No need for a mask to hide her face or hair. We see a hand
in a glove of black net. This is the loosening of the girdle. It slips
to the ground and we behold the waist of amber.

